
The Tragedie o/Hamlet 

And for my foulc, what can it doe to that 
Being a thing immorrall as it fclfe $ 

It wanes me forth againe, He followif. 

Hora . What if it tempt you towards the floud my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull fomnet of the cleefe 
That bettels ore his bafc into the Sea, 

And there aiTume feme other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your Soueraigntic of reafon, 

And drawyou intomadneffe, thinkeof it, 

The verie place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiuc, into eucry brainc 
That lookes fo many fadomes to the Sea 
And heares it rore beneath. 

Ham. It wanes me ftill, 

Goe on , lie follow thee. 

Mar. You lhall not goc my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands# 

Hora . Be rul’d, you fhall not goc. 

Ham. My fate cries out 
And makes each pettie attire in this bodie 
As hardie as the Ntmcan Lions nerue ; 

Still ami cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen He make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay away, goc one, lie follow thee# Exit Ghoft and Hamlet* 

Hora • He waxes defperate with imagination. 

CWar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Hauc after, to what iffuc will this come ? 

C Stiar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmark** 

Hora* Heauen will dire£f it. 

Mar • Nay lets follow him. Exeunt. 

Eater Ghoft and Hamlet . 

Bam. Whether wilt thou lcadcme t fpeake, lie go no further. 


Ghoft . Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghoft. My houre is almofl come 
When I tofulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my fclfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft 


Prim* o/Denmarke. 


Ghoft. Pittiemee not but lend my ferious hearing to 

w hatl(hallvnfold. 

Ham. Speake I am bound to heare. 

Ghoft. So art thou toreuenge, when thou fhalt heare. 

Ham. What ? 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers fpirit, 

Ehsom’d for a cev tainc tearmc to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to fart in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : but that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfold whofc lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foulc, freeze thy young bloud. 
Make thy two eieslike ftarres ftart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end, 
tike quits vpon thefearefull Porpentine : 

But this eternall blazon muft not be 

To cares of fiefh and bloud, lift, lift , O lift, 

If thou did’ft euet thy deare father loue. 

Ham. O God. 

'+ choft . Rcuenge his foule,and moft vnnatural murtner.- 
Ham. Murthcr. 

Ghoft. Murther moft foule, asm the belt it is,. 

But this moft foule, ftrange and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Haftc me to know’c.that I with wings as fwifr, 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghoft. I find thee apt, 

And duller fliouldcft thou be then the fat weed 
That toots it felfe ip cafe on Lethe whatffe, 

Would’ft thou not ftirre in this; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent ftung me, fo the whole eate of Denmark* 

Is by a forged proedfe of my death 
Rankely abufcd : bu t know thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life 
Now we ares hi. Crowne. 

Ham. O myProphc tike foule my Vndc. 


Ghoft. 
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